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This is intended to be a humorous book. If you do not find it humorous, please stop reading it and watch a thought-provoking film instead. This is intended to be a work of parody. If you do not enjoy parodies, please stop reading it and watch a news channel instead.

	 

	All funny bones are not created equal. You are not expected to laugh if you do not find anything funny herein. But if you laugh, then laugh heartily so that all around you may wonder what has inspired such a rousing fit of chuckles and may desire a copy of Less Than Meets The Eye for themselves.

	 

	"Humor is mankind's greatest blessing."

	- Mark Twain
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	It was a hot and muggy summer night in New York City, and as I strolled the busy streets toward the local YMCA, I couldn't help but hum along to a jazzy Gershwin clarinet number I'd just heard on the radio. It was one cool number, and I needed all the cool I could get.

	Yeah. I'm Vic Boyo, police detective.

	Anyhow, back to the stroll. Like I was saying, I was on my way to the YMCA. That's right, the Young Men's Christian Association. While it may have sounded like an exclusive club for holy rollers, men of all stripes from all walks of life were welcome. They did good work there, offering activities for the youth during a tough time in our nation's history. Plenty of fellows were down on their luck in the year 1932, what with the depression and all, but tonight they could forget about their troubles for a while and toss around a pigskin. Sweat out the stressors. All good things.

	I'd gotten a call from a friend of mine back at my home/office—his name was Gene—and he'd sounded like he needed help by the way he'd said over the blower: "Vic, I need some help." That clued me in, right away.

	I'd known Gene for a few months now, ever since he quit the mob scene of the Big Apple and started walking the straight and narrow path. He had some trouble finding honest work, but I'd never known him to ask for help. Or ask for anything. He was one of those self-sufficient types, young bucks with a lot of pride and a lot of space between their chins and their Adam's apples. Yeah, because he kept his head up high. So I figured something serious must be going on.

	It wasn't far from my home/office to the YMCA, hence it was only a matter of minutes before I arrived at the big brick, windowless edifice and eyesore known as their gymnasium. You'd think I had sprinted the whole way there full-tilt, judging by how damp my shirt and slacks were, but I'd hoofed it at a leisurely pace. Yet I was perspiring from every orifice like a hog in heat. Maybe someday it would be socially acceptable to walk around town in nothing more than an undershirt and short pants, but these were respectable times, and a man was expected to dress accordingly. Even so, I was tempted to take off my blazer and tuck it under one arm. Shirtsleeves were still mighty respectable; however, I was packing a heater. Yeah, a .38 Smith & Wesson, and I thought it best to keep it hidden from prying eyes. Or any eyes, for that matter.

	"Think they'll let me play, Vic?" young Charlie asked. Because I'd brought the little whippersnapper along with me. 

	He hadn't grown much in the past year, but he'd grown on me—like a fungus—and if he had his say in the matter, he would've followed me everywhere I went like my very own shadow. But being an ace police detective and all, I knew there were some places you just don't take pint-sized ragamuffins, no matter how street smart they might be. So Charlie often had to sit it out back at my home/office under Miss Oglethorpe's supervision, pouring over his comic books while she pounded away on her Underwood, crafting her next work of fiction while I was out working a real case.

	"I don't need no nursemaid watching over me!" he'd complained to me once.

	"And I don't need you butchering the English language," I'd complained right back. "So you'll do as you're told, or I'll drag you kicking and screaming into the nearest school for wayward boys. Yeah, a military school, where they'll teach you to bounce a dime off your bunk and speak with the proper grammar. How would you like that?"

	No response from the nipper. Probably because he wasn't listening.

	But I was listening tonight, and I knew what he wanted. Yeah, Charlie wanted to toss the pigskin around with the big boys at the YMCA. Sure, he could've looked their kneecaps in the eye, but I had a feeling he'd be able to hold his own. Like they say, you've always got to watch out for those ankle biters. And truth be told, my protégé had a nasty habit of sinking his teeth into people whenever he found himself backed into a corner. So there was that.

	"Play your cards right, keep your nose clean, and who knows?" I gave him a wink. "You just might get a few fingers on that pigskin."

	"Huh?" He frowned up at me.

	Yeah, sometimes Vic Boyo speaks in riddles. And that's okay by me.

	I glanced up at the sky, still bright as day this time of year, then heaved open the gym door and stepped inside with Charlie close behind.

	My senses were immediately confronted with the shouts, the curses, the squeaking "sneakers," the constant thumping, and the unmistakable odor of a game of basketball in full swing. It took awhile for my eyes to get used to the light, but when they finally had, I just folded my arms, leaned back against the wall, and enjoyed the game. The guys charging up and down the court didn't seem to notice or care that I was there, but I didn't mind. I liked basketball.

	"These guys are good." Charlie mimicked my posture inch for inch like any protégé worth his salt would. "But I could take 'em."

	Yeah. That made me smile. The kid had real spunk—one might even say gumption. He reminded me of a young Victor Ignacio Boyo at his age, running around the streets of New York City like a little hellion, driving my dear departed mother to distraction. If I had it to do over again, I wouldn't change a thing.

	I singled out Gene right away. There he was, all six and a half feet of him, his floppy dark hair hanging in his eyes as he caught the ball from a teammate and looked for an open lane. A shorter, stockier guy was right on him, reaching after the ball as Gene dribbled through his own legs. Gene was showing off, but nobody seemed to mind. Or maybe they did, and they just kept it to themselves. This went on for a while, before Gene suddenly brought up the ball, faked left, and jumped high above his opponent, firing the shot. The ball slammed through the hoop with a satisfying swish of the net. The short guy cursed and hung his head, trotting after the ball.

	"Good shootin'," I said with a nod of approval. "Real good sootin'." 

	Missed a consonant in there, but I was almost sure nobody else noticed.

	"You missed a consonant in there, Boyo," Charlie said. Yeah, nothing ever got past this kid's lugholes.

	Gene caught sight of me. "Hey Vic!" he called with a wave. "Be with you in a minute!"

	The minute eventually arrived an hour later, and Gene, drenched with sweat and wearing a towel around the back of his neck, came jogging over to where the kid and I were waiting.

	"You did alright out there, Gene," I congratulated him.

	He shook his head like a God-given affinity for the sport wasn't worth a hill of beans. "Doesn't pay the bills, but it's good exercise." He nodded toward young Charlie. "This kid with you?"

	"I gave his nursemaid the night off." Gene and I chuckled at that. But when I glanced down at the kid, I noticed that he was staring daggers at me. And baring his teeth in a very unfriendly way. "Say, would it be okay if he tossed the pigskin around with these other guys?" I gestured toward the court where the young men who'd been waiting on the sidelines to play were now assembling and casually picking teams.

	"Uh...it's basketball, Vic." Gene looked confused.

	"That it is." I smiled broadly. "America's game."

	"Invented by a Canadian," Charlie replied. Because somehow, he happened to know stuff, even though he hadn't had much of what you'd call a conventional education. The so-called Canadian had probably been mentioned in one of his comic books. And that's what one would call an unconventional education.

	I kept meaning to see about getting him into a good school. Not a military one. A fancy one where they made the kids dress up like Little Lord Fauntleroy and taught them Latin and philosophy and how to debate the finer points of life. Then we'd have to change his name to Percival. Yeah, that would be really something.

	"A Canuck, huh? You don't say?" Gene half-grinned. Which is to say he had something of a lop-sided grin, not that half of his face was paralyzed. "You want to play, kid?"

	"Heck yes I do," the kid said, and strutted out onto the court.

	I kept an eye on him. "You vouch for these guys?" Sure, I knew Charlie was one tough cookie, but I still felt responsible for him for some reason. Probably because I was his unofficial ward.

	Gene watched as the kid snatched the ball away from a fellow three times his size and went dribbling down the court as fast as his little legs could carry him. When he got to the other end, he chucked the ball upward in a fantastic underhand that sent it through the hoop with an impressive swish. The other guys laughed and applauded, then started bickering over who'd get the kid on their team. Yeah, young Charlie was suddenly in high demand.

	"He'll be alright," Gene said with an amused twinkle in his eye.

	I had a feeling he was right about that. Because I shared the same twinkle.

	"Can we talk in private?" Gene asked, his expression now the more serious variety. The guy could make a turn on a dime.

	"Of course." I gestured for him to lead the way, hoping it wouldn't be to the locker room. The gym was stinky enough for me.

	Thankfully, he took us outside to the baseball field where we walked the perimeter. Nobody was playing ball tonight, so it was a good spot for some serious conversation. And for both of us to keep the perspiration going. Some nights are just like that in New York City.

	"It's been over two years since I was in the outfit, Vic. Two years. I've had some trouble acclimating—"

	"Gesundheit."

	"—to civilian life, making an honest living and whatnot—trying to, at any rate—but I know it's been worth it, and I'm a new man now."

	That was one interesting sentence, construction-wise.

	"No more flashbacks?" I asked.

	Gene used to wake up every night shrieking, I'm gonna riddle you with bullets, you dirty rat! Yeah, being a gangster was as tough to recover from as an addiction to morphine; but with enough support and fortitude, anything was possible. And as long as his former underworld employer didn't have a reason to rub him out for keepsies, there was that, too. Apparently, both sides had parted amicably, which was something of a rarity in their line of work.

	"None. And I haven't had any contact with Faccino or his boys, none at all.  I've put it all behind me. I even stashed my rod." He glanced down at the bulge under my arm where I kept my heater holstered in a swanky new shoulder rig. Yeah, Vic Boyo was moving up in the world. "I've been a straight arrow. But now…" He stopped and faced me. "Faccino's got my sister."

	 I faltered for a moment, feeling like the air had been knocked out of me. A good punch to the solar plexus will do that. So will bad news. "No—say it isn't so, Gene."

	"They called my place last night. I don't know how they got my number, it ain't listed. They called and told me I better come and see the Big Boy right away." He lowered his voice. "They've got Betty working at one of their speakeasy joints, see."

	He didn't need to explain himself. Because when Faccino had a girl working for him, the work never stopped where it should have.

	With clenched teeth, fire in his eyes, and the muscles in his neck tightened like tent cords on the big top, Gene grabbed me by the shoulders and grated out, "I need your help, Vic! I can't go back alone. I do that, and Betty and me are doomed for sure. There's no way we'll ever get out of Faccino's outfit!"

	He noticed the look in my eyes. Not sure what it was exactly, not without a mirror present, but it might have been something akin to dismay.

	 


2

	 

	 

	 

	Sure, I was a little dismayed. Gene had never been afraid of anything before. Not to my knowledge, at any rate; and like I said, I'd known him for a few months now. Nobody could read a person like Vic Boyo. I had what you might call an extrasensory perception or some such. So what was wrong with him? Why was this look of fear in his eyes, a pair of peepers that always looked like they could conquer the world with just a glance? 

	Yeah, he was scared, alright. Scared for his sister's sake. But could he have also been scared for himself, maybe? Scared of what he used to be like when he was rolling with that gangster crowd? Scared of what he could easily become again, if he got himself dragged back into that unsavory lifestyle? Which is to say: there was a very good chance he'd be a real danger to himself and others.

	"Look." He relaxed a tad, letting go of me. I didn't mind the wrinkles in my suit. There are times when some things are more important than one's suave appearance. "I know there are plenty of cops on Faccino's payroll. But not you. You're one of the good ones, Vic."

	I'd known my share of crooked cops. One had been my partner, my pal, Bill Blakely. Too bad for him, he'd lost sight of what it meant to keep his nose clean. Hoping to make a little extra cheddar, he'd gotten himself caught up in the booze racket. During Prohibition, it was a good way to amass a small fortune, but it was also a good way to get yourself dead. Then there was Danny Dungarvan, another cop who'd gotten involved with the wrong sort of people. They'd gunned him down right in his own apartment. I was there when it happened, and it sure as heck wasn't pretty.

	"I'm just asking you to find out if she's okay," Gene said, earnest as ever. "That's all. Not to stick your neck out for us or anything."

	I'd done it before. I didn't mind doing it again. "Ever hear of JoJo Fenemen? Marty O'Sheeny? J.B. Fasolino?"

	Gene shook his head.

	"The first two are dead. The third is serving a life sentence in Sing Sing. Know what they all have in common?"

	Another shake of the head by my tall friend.

	"You're looking at the fellow who brought all three of those mobsters down." Not that I liked to toot my own horn or anything, except with the situation called for it. And not that I ever had any music lessons, whatsoever. Young Victor Boyo was too busy roaming the streets looking for mischief to ever sit down with a trumpet and an old geezer intent on teaching him the finer points of proper embouchure and whatnot.

	Gene's eyes widened a bit. "Wow. Nice work—but I don't need you to bring down Faccino's whole operation or anything. Especially not with my sister there. I wouldn't want her caught in the crossfire. I just need you to get her someplace safe. And then I'll meet you there, wherever it is."

	I knew what was up his sleeve—besides a half-empty pack of cigarettes. Sure, Faccino (the Big Boy, underworld king of the whole East Side) would kill Gene if he went in alone to nab back his sister. Yeah, without an army of flat feet surrounding him, he'd be rubbed out quick. Turned into Swiss cheese by too many Tommy guns to count. So what he wanted was backup.

	I could have read Gene's face almost like a book, but I didn't. Because I didn't want to hurt his feelings. So instead, I said to myself: He's at the end of his rope here. If I don't help him, he'll join back up with the Big Boy. Hard to believe, but true. To save his sister, he'll do just about anything. Even if it means throwing away the honest life he's built for himself. Sure, he'll go back into the outfit just to get her out of it. And then the two of them will be stuck on the wrong side of the law. For keepsies.

	"Listen, Gene. I wasn't going to tell you this, but…" I reached up and put my hand on his shoulder, giving him a serious look. "I can read your face like a book."

	I paused to let those words sink in. Sure, like a fork into a bowl of peas. And I hated peas. Little green hobgoblins, that's what they were.

	"I know you think those chapters in your life are over, that you've shut the book on your time in Faccino's outfit. But that's not really the case, is it? Because you're planning on joining back up with the Big Boy."

	He was quiet for a while. If it hadn't been for the way he'd dropped his chin a bit, I wouldn't have known that he'd even heard me.

	"Vic," he said at length, clenching his jaw, "I could say you're wrong about that, but what good would it do?"

	"Yeah," I agreed. "Because I can read your face like a book."

	"Faccino took Betty to get to me. To get me to come back. I should've known I was living on borrowed time, thinking I could ever be a straight arrow after the things I've done. But now I gotta go back, see? Cuz I know him. And he'll kill her if I don't."

	"He'll kill her if you do. Both of you." Just as likely a scenario. Thought I should point that out.

	Gene was getting a little hot under the collar. Or under his towel, to be precise. "Look, Vic, it's the only way I can save her. And then end this, once and for all." A cold look had crept into his eyes, one I didn't much like the looks of. "I've got it all figured out. Trust me. I just need you to do what I asked. Can you do that for me?"

	I nodded, trying to remember what he'd asked, exactly. My feet shuffled around a little, almost as if they had minds of their own, and my attention was briefly snatched away by the sun glowing hot in the west. Yeah, I sure knew how to put the pro in procrastination.

	"Will you?"

	"Of course, Gene. I'll see what I can do." Not sure why I said it, but I did. And just like that, the cat was out of the bag. Or the toothpaste was out of the tube—probably a better analogy for the situation at hand.

	"Thanks, Vic! Thanks a million!" With a hearty slap on my shoulder that would have toppled a less formidable individual, he ran off like the devil was chasing him.

	Likely the case. And poor Gene was ready to turn an about-face and run right into that fiend's open arms. All for the sake of love and blood, because they say it's thicker than water. But I've never tested that theory. Wouldn't even know how.

	 

	It was about eight o'clock that night, the air was still as warm and muggy as the insides of my trousers, and I was humming along to that swanky clarinet number as I hoofed it back to my home/office along the busy sidewalk. I had a big smile on my face because life was good, and I was doing good by just being a police detective in New York City. That was something worth waking up to every morning.

	I was about halfway home when something made my brow wrinkle. Yeah, I had the distinct feeling that somebody was following me. This was usually the case whenever the short hairs on the back of my neck prickled, standing at attention, and my balls shrank to the size of chickpeas. Some might call it a cop's intuition. I liked to think of it as another form of extrasensory perception. That's right: face-reading and knowing the instant I've picked up a tail are just two superpowers exercised by one Victor Ignacio Boyo. I wondered if any of those colorful characters in Charlie's comic books could—

	That's when it dawned on me. I'd left the little scamp back at the YMCA. Yeah, I'd forgotten all about him. Not my proudest moment, but there it was, as ugly as a pimple on the end of my nose. Not that I'd had one of those in a while.

	Here's what they teach you in detective school: When you're being followed, you don't act like it. In other words, you don't stop and turn around and look for the miscreant doing the tailing. Instead, you keep your cool. Act nonchalant. Don't allow yourself to become indignant. Never mind that a detective should always be the one doing the following, and not the other way around. Try to ignore the suckerpunch to the ego when some fool decides to turn the tables on you. That's right. Keep the fish on the line, and see where it leads.

	So I couldn't go back and pick up the kid. I had to keep on walking, just as leisurely as I had been, humming along to that Gershwin number like I hadn't a care in the world. Charlie would be alright. The gym was usually open till midnight, and he'd have the time of his life running those big guys ragged up and down that basketball court. Might even teach them a thing or two in the process. Not sure what exactly, but anything was possible.

	I couldn't go home, either. I didn't want this ne'er-do-well on my six to know where I hung my hat for the night. Not that it was privileged information or anything. The sign on my door said VIC BOYO, DETECTIVE in bold lettering, after all. The super kept nagging me to take it down, said our building wasn't designated for businesses, that the apartments were only for private residences, and if I didn't comply, he'd be forced to call the police. I told him to go right ahead, and I gave him Captain Abernathy's direct number. Then I told him while he had the captain on the blower to suggest that Vic Boyo should really have his own desk down at police headquarters, smack-dab in the middle of the bullpen, right alongside his crime-fighting colleagues. 

	Never heard how that conversation turned out, or if it ever occurred. The super—a wiry gent a foot shorter than most with eyes that bulged and refused to blink, even after extended periods—gave me what one might consider a mystified look and walked away. Wish I could say I didn't have that effect on people, from time to time.

	You might think that hoofing it along the sidewalk on a summer night wouldn't be considered strenuous activity, but you'd be wrong. By the time I reached mile marker five—based on the length of my stride (2.5 feet) and how many steps I'd taken thus far (in the neighborhood of 11,000); yeah, Vic Boyo could do mental math in spades—I was completely drenched. I'm sure my nerves had something to do with it. 

	It wasn't every night I found myself on the receiving end of a tail. And, judging from the chronic state of my short hairs and nether region, this one was impossible to shake, no matter how many random turns I took, careful to avoid back alleys where no-good scoundrels might be tempted to have a certain kind of conversation with yours truly. Letting their fists do the talking, in other words. I'd like to say it didn't happen frequently in my line of work, but it did. So there was that.

	"Screw detective school," I grumbled to myself at last. Because I was all sweaty, and I needed a shower, and I just wanted to go home. 

	So like the Hokey Pokey, I turned myself around.
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	There wasn't much to see back there, other than your standard fare this time of night in the Big Apple. Couples linked arm and arm, out for an evening stroll, pausing in front of each storefront to admire whatever happened to be on display. Gents on their way home from work, but first they had to stop by the market to pick up a brown paper bag filled with whatever fixings the Mrs. asked them to grab for supper. Standard division of labor: husbands doing the hunting and gathering while wives oversaw the cooking, cleaning, and childrearing. Elderly folks were also out and about, old-timers who'd lived here their whole lives yet looked a little lost now and then, reminiscing about how much the neighborhood had changed over the years.

	The only person who really stood out was a big, hairy Slav. He caught me looking his way, and he quickly averted his eyes before turning on his heel and hightailing it in the opposite direction.

	Half my face couldn't help but hitch up into a grin. If I'd known such an amateur was following me, I would've turned around a whole heck of a lot sooner. Not to say this fellow wasn't trouble. Judging by the dark, bushy unibrow and unshaven face, the rumpled suit, as well as the unsightly bulge under his wrinkled blazer, he wasn't much for keeping up appearances. And he was packing heat. Something big, like maybe a sawed-off shotgun. But it was obvious he'd never attended detective school—or whatever the criminal variety happened to be these days. The school of hard knocks, maybe? Because once I clocked his position, he didn't even try to play it cool. He just took off like a freight train, barreling down the sidewalk and causing all those casual strollers to leap out of his way. Those who didn't found themselves thrown aside by the guy's boulder-shoulders. A summertime snow plow, that's what he was.

	My feet might've been a bit sore after all that walking, and sure, I was sweating out of every orifice, but that didn't stop me from switching roles with the Slav. That's right. It was Vic Boyo's turn to do the tailing, and I was more than up for the challenge.

	Too bad for me, the object of my tail didn't stick to the sidewalk for long. A black '28 Chevy National pulled to the curb at the end of the block, and without a glance back, the Slav yanked open the passenger side door and crammed himself into the car. Took some work, him being a real butterball, but somehow he managed. Tires squealing, the sedan was back in motion before he had a chance to shut his door all the way. Somebody was in a big hurry, and I had a feeling it was the driver. But I didn't get a good view of whoever sat behind the wheel.

	Time to throw caution to the wind. Because by this point, what was the point?

	"Police!" I shouted, bolting after the car, and the folks on the sidewalk gasped and cringed, providing me with an open lane right down the middle. Yeah, real considerate of them. And they say New Yorkers are a rude bunch. Bah.

	But it was no use. The Chevy had already sped off down a side street, and there was no chance I'd be able to catch them on foot. Not that I had anything to charge them with, other than making me walk five miles. Yeah, my feet were real sore, but not as sore as they were going to be. Because now I had to walk all the way back home.

	No chance of that.

	I hailed a cab and told the driver to take me to the YMCA. Sure, young Charlie might have spent his formative years living on his own and forging his own path in life, but I didn't want him to know I'd forgotten about him.

	He was sitting on the front steps when my cab pulled to the curb.

	"You forgot about me, Vic," the kid said as I threw open the door for him to join me. He looked real down at the mouth, and he was soaked to the bone. Probably from all that pigskin-tossing in the gym. Made him look like a drowned rat. Yeah, him and me both. "What the heck?"

	"Couldn't be helped," I said. "I was working a case."

	"Yeah?" He looked a smidge skeptical as he slid in next to me. 

	"Where to, Mister?" said the cabbie, a rosy-cheeked, thick-muscled gent in a flat cap who looked to be about the same age as yours truly. Which was to say in the prime of his life.

	I rattled off the address to my home/office's apartment building. 

	"Uh…" He looked like he'd forgotten how to blink. "That's just the next block over."

	Yeah, and my dogs were barking up a storm. Or something like that. And I still had two flights of indoor stairs to tramp up once we got to my building. 

	"Step on it, chum." I was in no mood for witty banter. 

	"Okay, you're the boss." He shrugged and reentered traffic. A minute later, he pulled to the curb again. "Here we are."

	The kid and I disembarked, and I paid him what he was due, tipping him an extra nickel for good behavior. He suffered another episode of that no-blinking problem before cursing under his breath and gunning the engine, pulling away from the curb with tires screeching. In my experience, some people just don't know how to deal with generosity.

	I paused to give the surrounding vicinity a quick once-over. No sign of that Chevy National or the Slav. And that suited me just fine.

	"How'd you get so sweaty, Vic?" Charlie asked as we entered the apartment building and made our way to the stairwell.

	"Occupational hazard," I muttered.

	"Huh?"

	"Never mind."

	After climbing two flights of stairs, my feet were ready to call it a night. But they still had to carry me down to the end of the hallway, lined on either side by half a dozen doors belonging to my neighbors and plenty of cracked plaster, until we reached the only door with chipped brown paint that had a sign on it: VIC BOYO, DETECTIVE. Yeah, I figured I'd found the right place.

	But once I opened the door, I was a little confused. Because there sat my secretary at her desk in the entryway, and her fingers were doing a whole lot of talking. That's right, pounding away on that Underwood like there was no tomorrow, typing up her latest novel.

	"Hiya, Vic," she greeted me with a smile over the racket, her eyes never leaving the page sprouting out the top of her machine. 

	Some may have considered Agnes Oglethorpe to be pretty, maybe even beautiful. That would've been men who preferred slim, bouncy blondes with horn-rimmed glasses and legs as long as a summer vacation. Me, on the other hand? I liked redheads. Classy dames, in particular, with two grands' worth of eyelashes and a million's worth of gorgeous fiery locks. Throw in a sultry voice, juicy lips, and eyes like blue china, and I'd be done for. Yeah. For keepsies.

	One woman in particular sprang to mind: Maria Merryface. She checked all those boxes and then some. Probably because she'd inspired those dang boxes in the first place. Hadn't seen her in a while, and she hadn't returned any of my calls. Not sure what that was all about. I was almost positive we'd shared a serious connection during a certain double murder case last year. 

	Maybe it had to do with her daddy being tossed into Sing Sing for the rest of his life. Maybe she blamed me for it. Dames tended to hold grudges for less. Or maybe the rumors were true that she'd shacked up with my old pilot pal, Pete. Hard to believe. What did an easily annoyed, womanizing war veteran have that Vic Boyo didn't?

	"Thought I gave you the night off." I shut the door behind me. Then I remembered the kid was behind me, so I opened the door for him. He looked about ready to spit nails, storming inside and going straight to his favorite chair and pile of comics, which he proceeded to pour over without a word. Then I shut the door. "You get some kind of inspiration?"
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